Without noticing it, he had come into an end of Petersburg
remote from the centre of the town. Dining after a fashion in
a solitary restaurant, he went out to wander about again. Again
he passed through many streets and squares. After them
stretched long fences, grey and yellow; he began to come across
quite dilapidated little cottages, instead of wealthy houses, and
mingled with them colossal factories, monstrous, soot-begrimed,
red buildings, with long chimneys. All round it was deserted
and desolate, everything looked grim and forbidding, so at
least it seemed to Ordynov. It was by now evening. He came
out of a long side-street into a square where there stood a parish
church.
He went into it without thinking. The service was just over,
the church was almost empty, only two old women were kneel-
ing near the entrance.   The verger, a grey-headed old man,
was putting out the candles. The rays of the setting sun were
streaming down from above through a narrow window in the
cupola and flooding one of the chapels with a sea of brilliant
light, but it grew fainter and fainter, and the blacker the
darkness that  gathered under the vaulted roof,  the more
brilliantly glittered in places the gilt ikons, reflecting the flicker-
ing glow of the lamps and the lights. In an access of profound
depression and some stifled feeling Ordynov leaned against the
wall in the darkest corner of the church, and for an instant
sank into forgetfulness.   He came to himself when the even,
hollow sound of the footsteps of two persons resounded in the
building.   He raised his eyes and an indescribable curiosity
took possession of him at the sight of the two advancing figures.
They were an old man and a young woman. The old man was
tall, still upright and hale-looking, but thin and of a sickly
pallor.  From his appearance he might have been taken for a
merchant from some distant province.  He was wearing a long
black full-skirted coat trimmed with fur, evidently a holiday
dress, and he wore it unbuttoned; under it could be seen some
other long-skirted Russian garment, buttoned closely from top
to bottom. His bare neck was covered with a bright red hand-
kerchief carelessly knotted; in his hands he held a fur cap.
His thin, long, grizzled beard fell down to his chest, and fiery,
feverishly glowing eyes flashed a haughty, prolonged stare from
under his frowning,  overhanging brows.   The woman was
about twenty and wonderfully beautiful.  She wore a splendid
blue, fur-trimmed jacket, and her head was covered with a
white satin kerchief tied under her chin.  She walked with her